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	1. Chapter 1

**Couldn't help but write another Caryl story. Don't know how long this one will be. Feel free to review :)**

* * *

><p>Carol felt Ed's demanding hand on her shoulder shoving her through the airport which seemed to be like a ghost town, it was five in the morning and apparently not a lot of people flew in at this time.<br>Sophia was gripping her hand with her own sweaty one looking up at her for guidance whimpering a quiet cry every time Ed would touch her.  
>She smiled shakily giving her hand a squeeze while Ed barrelled forward through a door that was held open for him by some overly ambitious blonde. He looked over his shoulder at her grinned at his achievement walking through the door with her, his eyes travelling the length of her body.<br>All she could think was god help her.  
>It was only Sophia and another man left as they reached the door, they stepped through and she scrambled forward, went to pull the door open but it didn't budge. She gripped it tighter pulling with as much strength she had but still nothing. She was growing flustered quickly embarrassed by her lack of usefulness, she couldn't even open a door.<br>"Do ye want me to try?" his gruff southern voice startled her as she felt sweat trickle down her brow.  
>She tugged at the handle again, "Everyone else can manage to open a door, why can't I." she was mostly talking to herself and thankfully he didn't answer her.<br>She felt her muscles begin to tire at her constant jerking, and pulling of her shoulders as she all but tried to yank the door off its hinges.  
>She let out a frustrated breath her shoulders heavy from tiredness, "Momma maybe you should let the man try?"<br>Sophia peered up with her big blue eyes making her see she was being stupid, she should've just accepted his help. "Can you try?" she looked back at him barely looking at his eyes.  
>He nodded grunting some response, she stepped back bringing Sophia with her. Now he would saunter up barely touch the handle and like excalabor it would magically allow him to open it.<p>

"It ain't you. It's a small airport they must've locked it from inside or the system had some sort of a freak out. Ain't exactly an expert but nothin we can do." He didn't look at her through his brown bangs of hair that fell over his face like some sort of shelter.  
>Shifting from foot to foot he moved further away from them gnawing on his fingernails like they were a huge interest. Respecting his need to be alone she moved them further away, "Okay we might be stuck here for a bit but someone we'll come get us, okay?"<br>"We're separated from Dad."  
>"Yes." Her stomach churned at the thought of him.<br>"That's good. You'll be safe for a while."  
>A sob almost left her lips before she caught it, hugging her tightly against her chest, her heart felt like it took a beating every time she would look at her with that hopeless look she was starting to carry on her shoulders.<br>She didn't want her to end up like her. A scared little mouse fleeting from side to side like she didn't know what she was running from or where she was going.  
>"Go to sleep." She whispered kissing the top of her head.<br>Sophia crept towards the ground holding her doll she always kept with her closer but not before exchanging a worrying glance at the man in the room with them.  
>He had a hard, steely look across his face, almost scowling as he leaned back against the wall but it didn't appear to have anything to do with them. He wasn't even looking their direction.<br>"It's okay. He's fine sweetie, go to sleep. I'll be right here when you wake up." She kissed her lightly on the forehead as Sophia's lids started to get heavier.

"She want my jacket?"  
>Her head shot up surprised at hearing his voice again, "To throw over her."<br>"You need it."  
>"Ain't need it. Living out in the woods for weeks on end with just the shirt on my back, reckon I'll be okay." For reasoning she didn't understand he blushed slightly when she caught eyes with him, unnerved by his own gesture.<br>"Just your shirt? How inconvenient."  
>He stared at her for a while, studying to see if she was joking and she was surprised by her own boldness as a small chuckle burst from her mouth.<br>"Stop…ye know what I meant."  
>He waved the jacket at her face like he was waiting for some bull to come and charge them, careful not to touch him she took the jacket laying it over Sophia's small form that was curled up sleeping.<br>"Thank you…."  
>"Daryl. Ain't nothing."<p>

"Carol. Wanna sit with us? We're the only three in here be stupid to ignore you the whole time."  
>He nodded dropping to the ground with little grace, he leaned back so only his two hands were propping him up, his legs sprawled out in front of him.<br>Didn't take long to get comfortable she noticed. She scolded herself for noticing the muscles staring at her on his tanned arms that were toying with her.  
>Thinking he might somehow know she ducked her head down playing with the bits of fabric on her shirt, "What?" his tone was abrupt but not in the same way Ed's usually was.<br>"Just you don't have any sleeves."  
>"So…"<br>"These look like they've been just ripped off."  
>He eyed her like she'd grown two heads, shrugging his shoulders all he could offer was, "Like them better this way."<br>"So where did you come back from?"  
>She didn't know whether she had any right to ask him, she never had any right to ask Ed anything but he didn't seem mad when he turned his head to look at her.<br>"Was lookin at a bike."  
>Short and simple seemed to be the way he answered everything. "No joy?"<br>"Naw it wasn't the one I was looking for. I'm told I can be a picky son of a bitch though so might take me a while to find what I'm looking for."  
>She tucked her knees up to her chest resting her chin on them trying to relax her tense muscles, she hadn't been able to talk to anyone but Ed in Sophia in so long she couldn't even remember who it was she talked to last.<br>"Better to be like that than like me. I don't think I'm picky enough."  
>He eyed her for a moment biting down on his lip, assuming this was his retreat from conversation as he turned slightly away from her.<br>"What about you? Where ya off to."  
>She smiled gratefully at him, she needed this freedom of speech she hadn't had in so long, "Ed had a business trip so I thought if we all went it'd be nice."<br>She couldn't hide the resentment she held towards Ed out of her voice, he seemed to be pretty observant he smirked playfully at her, "Not so nice huh?"  
>She laughed weakly, "Nooo….Never is with him."<br>"That sucks."  
>"Yeah it does maybe someday we'll get away from him. Who knows maybe the end of the world will save us two."<br>Her voice shook she felt the word catch in her throat but she forced the tears back, batting her eyelashes quickly to fend them off. This man didn't seem like he was accustomed to tears.

"She's is dead to the world." He observed gesturing towards Sophia who hadn't stirred.  
>"Or she's pretending to be. I'd say she's a little scared of you."<br>He looked a little hurt as his head fell back a little and he went on the defensive, "I ain't done nothing…"  
>Without thinking she put her hand on his arm, the heat that radiated from him was overwhelming she felt her whole body start to warm up. He flinched away from her jerking his arm to the right, she uttered an "I'm so sorry." As she quickly pulled herself away from him.<br>He averted her eyes so she let him. "You just seem very scary from a far I guess even though you're not really."  
>She was surprised to see a half amused smile tugged across his face and she had to admit he had a beautiful smile it changed his whole face. He was a whole lot more approachable.<br>"Not really? Ye still a'scared are ye?"  
>She let her body fall back to the ground so she was mirroring his position, "No. Of course not, you're not so bad."<br>"You ain't too good at the compliments lady. Not feeling the love here." He teased a hint of a smile still on his face and for once she felt completely relaxed.  
>"You're nice Daryl. I'm not scared no more, I swear but maybe try appear more approachable and people won't be scared of you."<br>Some sort of amused laugh left his lips, "I don't want to be dam approachable cause then people are going to try talk to me. That is the last thing I need."  
>She laughed at his furrowed brow and his evident disgust in his voice, "You're talking to me. Is it really that bad?"<br>"Ain't got much of a choice. Do I? Plus you ain't so bad."  
>"I'm flattered." She mocked smiling devilishly at him.<br>He blushed cutely his ears turning a crimson colour ducking his head behind his hair, "Stop."

Sophia forced her eyes shut. She was a sleep this whole time, she wouldn't let her Mom find out that she was faking it. She did that a lot lately.  
>She was kind of eavesdropping she knew she shouldn't but she'd never heard her Mom talk to anyone who wasn't dad. She seemed much happier, her voice was lighter and it nearly made her want to drift off into sleep. His voice was very deep, and he almost growled as he spoke normally she would be afraid but if Mom wasn't, neither was she.<br>"What age?"  
>"Nine. I swear there is no way she can sleep this long, she's a little shy."<br>She ducked her head closer to her chest, closing her eyes tighter.

"We have to pass the time. We should play a game."  
>Daryl looked unimpressed as he uttered some disbelieving, "What like some shit like I spy or something stupid. How come you is no rush to get out of here, you don't seem to be even trying."<br>"I'm not, the only thing I could ever miss is with me. There's nothing out there for me."  
>He was almost examining her as he squinted his eyes critically at her, "You don't seem to be in a rush either."<br>"M'not. Seems were both a couple of sad sacks."  
>"Seems we are." She grinned up at him and he looked shyly back at her, he was the last type of guy she assumed would be shy but he avoided her closeness every chance he got.<br>"Mom…" Sophia's voice shook as she called out to her.  
>"Yes sweetie."<br>Sophia glanced back and forth between her and Daryl her eyes wide and frightened, she gestured for her to come over. "You wanna meet our friend Daryl?"  
>She noticed him starting to squirm as Sophia shuffled towards them grabbing her doll for comfort, she clung to her outstretched hand as Carol pulled her into her lap.<br>She nuzzled her head closer to her, nearly whimpering as she avoided Daryl's eyes, "He's alright Sophia." She whispered into her ear but Daryl no doubt could hear her.  
>"How ye doin?" he held out one of his hands for her to shake.<br>She tried not to laugh at his gesture, nudging Sophia gently she nodded in the direction of his hand and she unsurely shook it with her small one.  
>When they broke away from each other's contact they both looked panicked and at a loss for words, "We were going to play a game to pass the time. Do you know any?"<br>She nodded slowly and Carol gently kissed her on the cheek.

To say he was confused was an understatement of the century. They were playing some stupid clapping game, my zoo or something that he didn't quite get.  
>Sophia tried to explain what he was meant to with his hands hundreds of times but he still fumbled blindly and he was growing agitated. "Why the hell do people do this? Ain't make any sense." He growled annoyed forgetting of Sophia's jumpiness.<br>He looked sheepishly at her but she was giggling madly at him, her eyes dripping of tears and he looked to Carol for some sort of help but she was laughing just as much.  
>"What's so funny?"<br>They both clutched their stomachs tighter, gasping for air, "Just cause I can't play your stupid game. Shouldn't be so dam difficult." He grumbled making them laugh louder.  
>Carol finally starting to catch her breath managed to answer him, "Sorry you were just getting so mad. Never saw someone struggle so much. It's not that hard."<br>He scowled at her, "Shove off."  
>Sophia surprising them spoke up, "You're really bad at it. It's okay I don't think adults are meant to play it."<br>He smiled gently at her trying to appear less scary then he apparently did, "Well that's okay then. Glad ye's all had a good laugh."  
>He caught Carol's eyes and he could tell she looked pleased at their back and forth, the kid didn't looked like she normally talked much. He knew what having an asshole of a dad could do to ye.<br>Banging erupted at the other side of the door it made them all jump but he was first on his feet inching closer to the door. "Carol!" his voice was something of a demon and he turned to look at Carol her face already dropping.  
>Her smile disappeared and it was like it was never there before. "What ye doing in there?" he roared louder banging not ceasing.<br>"I guess I should answer." She said quietly to him and he couldn't help feel angry at what this son of a bitch could do to someone like her.  
>She was nice something a lot of people weren't. She was dam well beautiful and he didn't suspect she coulda done anything to deserve this. No woman did. How the hell was he going to fix this and why did he want to so much? But seeing Sophia's haunted eyes peering up at him and Carol's forlorn face he had his answer.<p> 


	2. Chapter 2

**Thanks for the reviews. Glad ye's liked it. Was on the fence about this story...Anyways enjoy:)**

* * *

><p>He didn't know what the hell he was doing. Why the hell the words tumbled out of mouth, his mouth was normally welded shut but right now he was a goddam chatterbox.<br>Carol opened her mouth to respond to her mouthy husband who was relentlessly banging, howling like a very, desperate, fucked up animal. If he were an animal he'd have him put down, the sound of the clang of the door echoing across the room was enough to do his head in.  
>He hadn't realised his hand wrapped around her arm to stop her until she turned quickly to look down at his hand, trapping her arm. Even if she hadn't meant to he saw her flinch, fear curled up her eyes that he might hurt her. He didn't blame her, god knows what that man was doing to her but he wasn't no woman beater. He was a lot of things an ignorant ass for sure but he'd never hit a woman.<br>He released her almost instantly grimacing apologetically at his abruptness but she still just stared expectantly at him. Of course she was she was expecting a fucking answer for his clear disapproval in her speaking. Now here he was gaping at her like a fish.  
>"Mom. Dad's mad." She whispered and he managed to find his voice.<br>"I know ye ain't know me too well and I'm not going force ye or suggest ye should…"  
>She nodded slowly trying to encourage the word to leave his lips, "Ye have options. If you wanted you and the kid ye can stay with me. Until ye get on your feet, lay low…"<br>He could see her mind working like she was solving a dam maths equation already objecting before she knew what she was going to say. Just that it wouldn't work.  
>"I ain't know serial killer, or paedophile or anything else nasty ye can come up with it and I ain't forcing ye." He looked down to see Sophia hiding behind Carol's coat but not from his insistence that they run away with some strange man but at the sound of her daddy pounding up against the door.<br>She sure as hell didn't want him to get in. "I know what it's like to live with a son of a bitch and I hate to see a kid look the way she's starting to look, ain't fair."  
>He finally stopped trying to sell her the idea of them coming with him but he felt he had to, he didn't know why but he'd never tried so hard to get people to move in, in his whole life.<br>Sure as hell never some woman and her kid.

She was running through pros and cons in her head. She still couldn't believe Daryl suggested to just stay with him. He didn't know her. He didn't know Sophia.  
>She'd had fun talking to him for this little while they had but she expected it to just end and she'd trudge home to her horrible life with Ed. Repeating the same mistakes on an endless loop.<br>If it was just her, she would say yes. Daryl seemed nice, she liked him, he was a little rough around the edges but in a way that was endearing. She had Sophia she couldn't just force her to run and live in a stranger's house. She knew she didn't like Ed but he was still her father, she had to care for him in some way, would she want to leave?  
>"Daryl. I can't ask you to do that. You just happened to get locked in with us, like some sort of bad luck, I'm sure I've burdened you enough for one lifetime."<br>"Ye didn't ask I suggested."  
>Clear and cut throat. He was determined his eyes were steely as they looked into her own and she so badly wanted to say yes. "I have to answer him. I do. Then we'll decide."<br>He nodded grimly, "Ed!" she shouted changing her voice an octave and Daryl shot her an odd look, thankfully he didn't say anything just shuffled off.  
>"What you doing in there?"<br>She heard Daryl mutter, "Having a dam picnic. What ye think."  
>Sophia giggled quietly to her surprise, Daryl and her shared a smile bonding over their hatred it seemed, "We got locked in. Maybe you can find someone who works here to sort it out."<br>"You telling me what to do!" he roared and she could recognise the sound of his boot connecting with the door, well if anyone could get them out of here it was Ed.  
>She swallowed her retort but it wasn't her she had to worry about Daryl like a rhino was charging forward with his head down, fist raised and about to bark back some unhelpful insults.<br>She tugged at his arm, "Daryl stop. It'll make things worse." She said lowly he turned his head slightly to look at her still dancing on the edge of exploding.  
>"Please."<br>With one more look over his shoulder at her, she felt him relax and she sighed in relief.  
>"Who's in there with ye?" the question was already an accusation.<br>She looked to Daryl unsure why. He couldn't do anything about any of this. She was going to get hit just for being in the room with him.  
>"Some guy."<br>Daryl turned in mock offence, trying in a subtle way to make this a little lighter and a little easier on her. "All find one of these useless bastards to open it." He huffed retreating but she never missed the digs he said about her under his breath, no matter how hard she tried. "Only someone as useless as her would managed to get fucking locked in. Useless whore."  
>She froze. She felt her mouth drop open stupidly, she should be used to this by now.<br>It wasn't anything new. She looked away from Daryl feeling embarrassed she didn't know why but she felt he had to know what he said wasn't true. She wasn't some useless whore but saying anything to him might've been a bad idea. He looked furious to say the least.

Ignorant prick. Muttering out there like some fucked up high school kid that stuck a stick up their ass so far, it damaged them for life. How could she say no to going with him when that arrogant son of a bitch paraded around outside. He got he was some dodgy looking red neck but he wouldn't hurt either of them. No point fighting with himself. "What'll it be." He couldn't fade the disapproval that laced his voice, he already knew what decision she landed on and he hated it.  
>Her eyes shone tears and she opened her mouth to answer but had to close it almost immediately to swallow her cry. "I want to."<br>"What's stopping ye?"  
>"I don't know, you. I have Sophia to think of and I can't burden you like this."<br>"I told ye. Ye ain't, what ye want me to do tattoo it on my skin."  
>She laughed brokenly, needing something to do with his hands he shoved them into his pockets.<br>"He'll come after me. What we'll I do of he finds you, I'll mess with your life. I can't do that."  
>She was stubborn, he'd give her that. His life wasn't worth a whole two cents that is what she didn't know, so it couldn't get much worse. It was just him at home, Merle doing another stint in juvie like it was his second house over there.<br>He'd never had so much as a rock looking over him. They looked like they needed his help so he sure as hell was going to give to him.  
>"Mom." She pulled at her hand until she finally looked away from him, releasing him.<br>"Dad we'll be mad. Maybe we should go with Daryl."  
>Well kid. Bonus points for you. Carol looked even more torn than before and it had his whole body on edge her bastard of a husband would be back soon and he needed to know if he was able to beat him up or not.<br>The door buzzed, it swung open revealing a very upset looking flight intendant who looked like her ass was on the line. "You've a phone?"  
>She nodded quickly, handing it to him. He wasn't too good with phones but he'd never been so quick, he was already shoving it back to her just as took another fearful glance towards the door.<br>"My number. And you in a bad spot, call me or just show up ain't make much difference to me."  
>There she goes with the waterworks. She was close to breaking. She curled his hand up with her own and gave it a squeeze, he woulda never went for this usually.<br>But it actually felt somewhat comforting just holding on to her. "Ye sure now?"  
>She nodded as he stepped out the door to leave, against his own will. "Daryl."<br>He skidded to a stop, turning to see her shaky smile it might be the last time he'd ever see her but he highly doubted that. "Thank you."  
>"Ain't nothing."<br>His instincts were normally pretty good.

Now he was gone and she instantly regretted not going with him. She'd made a mistake, and even Sophia looked as if she was silently blaming her for it.  
>They sat in the same chairs in the airport, the chair sticking into her hip at the same awkward angle it had been, nearly making an imprint on her skin. Sophia curled against her wrapping her two arms around her neck, "I think we should go." She whispered.<br>They'd been here for an hour and Ed had never came back for them. Never mind her but he'd never came back for his child. What kind of monster wouldn't even have a second thought of his child.  
>Daryl did more for her than her daddy did, in that short time they'd known him.<br>All the staff were whispering, gossiping about the poor desperate housewife that was near about to pass out on the chair because her husband left her. They were not subtle, either were the ones that were apologetic about it.  
>She was going to have to go out on a limb, hope that Daryl was okay.<br>Maybe a couple of hours drive but she couldn't get him to turn back for them, that would be stupid.  
>"Let's go." She shook her by the waist playfully and Sophia finally smiled again.<br>She swung their hand up and down whooshing through the air together smiling at the staff of the airport with proud grins. They weren't going back ever.  
>Who knew getting trapped in an airport could be her saving grace.<p>

They gotten most of the way on their own, until getting to Daryl's house from the small town seemed to be the most complicated thing that had ever happened to the world.  
>That was until they ran in to Hershel and his wife who had practically shone like the dam sun when they said they needed a bit of help. Brightened his day. "We'd more than happy to help women such as yourselves. Wouldn't we honey?"<br>Sophia seemed to be relaxing the more they travelled. She was watching the couple in amazement, the way they linked hands, briefly kisses each other or found ways to be touching at all time. It was a shock to all their systems that was what a happy couple looked like. She'd never seen one up close before. "Thank you so much. We appreciate it."  
>They herded them into the car with a smile of course. "New into town. Woulda noticed this doll anywhere." He tugged at the dolls arm and Sophia shyly smiled back.<br>"Yes we are."  
>"Tell me something did you's have to pay for her own seat on the bus. Or did she get to sit on your momma's knee?"<br>Sophia peered up him giggling quietly, "No. She got to sit on my knee. Sometimes when I sit on mommas she'd have seat to herself."  
>"All by herself!" he exclaimed causing Sophia to smile wider, "She's a brave girl isn't she?"<br>"No. She loves going on trips."  
>"Braver than me so. I know of the old Dixon boy that lives her, I'm not going to lie he don't have many visitors strange he knows you."<br>Hershel seemed to be the talker but his wife gave him a warning look, she waved it off. "We're new and unlikely friends that's all."  
>"How long ye staying?"<br>"As long as possible."

The rain started to bucket down out of nowhere. Living in this shit whole, the rain might've well been in your house it was so goddam loud. He was in a foul mood after leaving the airport shoulda never left Carol and her kid stranded what if that jackass never came back for them.  
>Not your problem Dixon, he had to keep reminding himself that.<br>A feeble knock sounded outside the door. No one he knew anyhow cause they'd take the bloody hinges off it nearly as soon as they saw it.  
>"Comin."<br>It was a welcome surprise even if they were drowned rats seeing Carol and Sophia huddled together outside the door. "I'm sorry. I just di…d…n't." her teeth were chattering probably more from tiredness than being actually cold.  
>"We can talk later. Just get in we'll get ye's dried up."<p> 


	3. Chapter 3

**It might be a tad slow story plot wise for a while just trying to build the Caryl feels...Anyways feel free to review :)**

* * *

><p>She only had a small bag with their things. It was a fine amount of clothes for a small trip but for forever it wouldn't last very long. Standing in the spare bedroom with her bag on the bed and a handful of dishevelled clothes in her hands, she was starting to panic.<br>She couldn't do this. She didn't have anything, she couldn't mind Sophia like this.  
>Throwing the clothes uselessly back into the bag, she pushed it off the bed feeling a slight release when it banged on to the wooden floor.<br>She wouldn't cry again, determinedly blinking back tears she tried on a brave smile.  
>"Mom you okay?" Sophia was standing in her pyjamas with her doll curled tightly under her arm, her eyes looked like they were about to fall out of her head.<br>"Baby. Get to bed now. I'm fine." She hurried her along until she could swoop her up in her arms and wrap her tightly in the blanket.  
>She scooted down lower until only her bedraggled blonde hair and eyes were popping out at her and she smiled gently at her, "This is nice."<br>Without replying she leaned down to brush some loose strands of hair from her face feeling quite overwhelmed by how at ease she looked already.  
>Daryl had ushered them inside as best he could pointed out where everything was, the place wasn't that big so it wasn't that difficult but she felt more at home in this short space of time then she ever had before. She could see he was uncomfortable unaware of their boundaries with each other yet, he hadn't dared come into the room to check on them.<br>She also noticed the way he tried not to touch her not even in a casual gesture he didn't look like a touchy feely guy but she suspected this was for her benefit.  
>This simple gesture was enough to know exactly what Daryl was like, "I'm going to go thank Daryl, I'll be back in a little while."<br>"Will you thank him for me momma?"  
>"Of course." She flicked off the lights behind her.<p>

The kitchen was situated directly beside the small living room which consisted of a couch, a TV, some tattered old curtains and some sort of antique lamp. She suspected she'd find him hunkered down in front of the TV like any man would be but he was nursing a beer at the kitchen aisle sitting on a very frail looking stool. It looked as if it didn't have very many years left.  
>His shoulders were hunched over and it appeared like his head was a million miles away but<br>he looked up as soon as she appeared in at the door which led into the living room, like he had some sort of sixth sense he turned and nodded at her. "Settle in okay?"  
>"Yeah perfect thank you. Sophia says thank you as well, she's just going to sleep."<br>He took another sip of his beer and gave her what looked like one of his signature nods.  
>"Look Daryl. I need you to tell me what exactly you want me to do because I have very little money to pay for me and Sophia to stay here. I would need to get a job but then I'd need to get someone to look after Sophia and I'm not too sure who to get to do that…"<br>He look wide eyed at her, calmly raised one hand up to stop her from speaking and looked bemused, "Stop will ye. Ye just got here you don't need to figure it all out today. I work in the garage till about six maybe later some days I'll look after the bills alright."  
>"I can't let you do that."<br>"Ye will cause ye ain't got much choice."  
>She slid her hand across the table without thinking and placed it over his hand which was loosely holding his beer and she felt his hand go rigid for a second.<br>Her thumb swept across his hand in a comforting gesture and he seemed to loosen up a little bit, "Thanks again. I don't know what to say, I'll get a job soon I promise."  
>He coughed loudly jerking his hand out from hers, "Don't worry about it. I'm not heading in till ten tomorrow if ye's want I can drop ye into town. Ye's can have a look round."<br>Dropping her hand weakly to her side she beamed at him, "That would be perfect, tha…."  
>He gruffly responded, "Ye wanna do me a favour stop fuckin thanking me. Never knew I could hate a word so much."<br>She froze at first, used to Ed's tantrums suspecting an outburst of rage and insults but a small smile played at the corner of her mouth and she found herself smiling back.  
>"No more politeness got it."<p>

How he got here was beyond him. Squeezed into his old truck with some woman he just met and her dam kid still a fuckin shock to his system every time he saw them.  
>Every time he wondered why he was doing this shit he'd look at them and how sure as shit happy they looked and finally remember why he was going through the trouble.<br>"Garage isn't far. Gonna drop ye at the school ye can sign Sophia up if ye want ain't none of my business but Hershel's wife who ye met, works there."  
>Another grateful smile as he turned off dropping them at the steps of the school, both of them with quivering faces gripping onto one another.<br>"Carol!"  
>She spun her head upwards catching his eye, he waved her over and she jogged back up to the truck but not before cautiously looking over her shoulder at Sophia standing in the same spot.<br>"Here." He shoved some money in her hand so quick she couldn't hand it back and ripped his hand from hers and while she was objecting he closed over the door and drove off.  
>He had to laugh at her in the mirror as he drove away still lookin as if she fuckin one the lottery and just dying to thank him, he fuckin knew it.<br>T-Dog one of the few friends he had, greeted him loudly with a grin as soon as he sauntered into the garage, "Hey man. Here you picked up a family."  
>How the hell had word already spread. Small towns and Hershel of course it spread like wildfire he only hoped she didn't get badgered too much.<br>"Didn't pick one up."  
>"No so you don't have a woman and her kid stayin with you then. My mistake." He rose a self-righteous brow at him and he wouldn't give up with his "non" questions until he answered some.<br>"Got stuck in the airport and they needed my help."  
>"Knight and shining armour. Weird haven't seen you saving anyone else."<br>He scowled turning to focus his attention on the car he was meant to be fixing not this stupid twenty questions he was getting. "No one else needed saving."  
>He left him in silence for a few moments and he took a breath of relief. "She pretty?"<br>"What."  
>"She pretty?"<br>"How would I know." He snapped back probably quicker than he should have.  
>"Then she is."<br>He didn't need to be thinking whether the woman was pretty or not.

Lucy Hershel's wife ran down the steps after Sophia and her, "Carol. Sophia she can start tomorrow. I know it's the middle of the week but she's only ten she really shouldn't miss school."  
>She knew Sophia should be in school but she just didn't have the money to make that happen and she wouldn't ask Daryl. She was rattling her brain, she must've realised that, with little effort "Don't worry I'll give her what she needs tomorrow. You just dress her and bring some lunch okay."<br>She was smiling so kindly and encouragingly at her, her emeralds eyes so soft and endearing that she felt tears spring to her eyes. She squeezed her arm gently, "Everyone needs some help at some point Carol so just accept it."  
>"Thank you." It was barely a whisper trying to get past the catch in her throat.<br>She watched as she scooted back up the steps her bun bobbing up and down as she went up to the steps into the small, inviting school. It didn't look too daunting for Sophia.  
>They wandered around town but she didn't find any place that seemed to be hiring except a pub called Murphy's den, which she was not too eager to bring Sophia in to.<br>The old regulars seemed to be glued to their chairs already drunk at one o'clock in the day but that wouldn't bother her, it couldn't. If she could handle the abuse from Ed, she could handle this.  
>She needed it. Sophia needed it.<br>Thankfully the owner stepped out to light up a smoke, he was quite tanned, muscular and he towered over the two of them. "Saw you lookin in. Can I help you?"  
>He had a confident swagger to his voice his eyes never dropping from hers, "I was hoping so I'm looking for a job."<br>He grinned at her but it wasn't a grin that put her totally at ease, "When can you start?"  
>"Next Monday okay?"<br>"Sure thing…."  
>"Carol. And you are…."<br>"Shane. Finally I'll have some good help."

Fuckin starved he could feel the hunger start to shred through his stomach, hadn't got a chance to run down to the diner and get some take away. All T-Dog's chatting had put them way behind schedule gossiping like an old woman. "I'm hungry man." He complained holding his precious stomach looking much more faint than he actually was.  
>"Well Lou isn't here to run around for us today. Should've thought of that before you started opening your big mouth. All this yapping cost us food."<br>"No it hasn't." he chirped happily.  
>Before he could ask him what the hell he was talking about Carol came in holding several lunches in her hands looking a tad nervous about the whole thing. "Don't know what you's liked so just got you a cheeseburger and fries. Hope that's okay. If not I can run down and…"<br>Before she could babble nervously he yanked the food from her hand tossing a bag at T-Dog who caught it gratefully, "Thanks. Ye won't hear any complaining from me."  
>"Or me!" T-Dog shouted across them.<br>"Be careful or else you'll sound too polite." She said warily and he caught himself chuckling lowly.  
>Sophia was staring at him in goddam amazement he tried to direct some attention away from him, "Let's go eat out the front."<p>

"Sophia is starting school tomorrow." She announced as the men all shoved unbelievable amounts of food into their mouths like they would never eat again.  
>Sophia and her bit dainty bites at the same pace together looking at them in bewilderment, Daryl made some sort of grunt in acknowledgement. T-Dog managed to swallow a whole bite turning to Sophia with a friendly smile, "You excited about starting school?"<br>She looked up at her like she was looking for permission, she nodded.  
>"Yeah. Well I will be if everyone is nice."<br>"I'll make sure they are." He said playfully and she grinned shyly at him.  
>"Momma got a job."<br>Daryl looked up at this piece of news, "Yeah. What doin?"  
>"Working at the bar. You know Shane owns it."<br>His food got lodged awkwardly in his throat and he found himself coughing, spluttering like a dam fool trying to catch a wheezy breath. "What's wrong?"  
>Judging by his reaction something was. "Ain't nothing…Just mightn't be the place for you so soon and Shane well he'll try ye."<br>She couldn't help but notice T-Dog's amused assessment at the two of them talking he just leaned back in his chair grinning madly. "Try me? What do you mean."  
>"Ye know…"<br>"No I don't."  
>"He'll try get ye to give him a…."<br>Daryl was very mindful of Sophia sitting there and she only realised just now why that was, how could she be so dim of course she knew. He did seem to have some smug air after just meeting him so she wasn't surprised. "I get it. I should be okay. I can handle myself."  
>"Ye clearly can't." the words were out before he could draw them back in and she saw he regretted saying them the minute the hurt flashed in her eyes.<br>He was right. Of course he was but there was something infinitely more painful hearing him say it.  
>"M'…"<br>"It's okay. I'll be okay though really."  
>She got to her feet feeling a heat rise to her cheeks and Sophia followed suit thankfully, her mom was a mess but it didn't mean she had to be.<br>"Oh Lucy said she'd drive us back at three so we won't interrupt you. I'll see you at your house."  
>He shifted uncomfortably in his seat his eyes flicking to hers concerned but she smiled assuredly she was being stupid.<p>

"Shit." He muttered as soon as Carol duck tailed and run dragging Sophia behind her while she watched him cautiously like he was about to jump up and do something.  
>"That's not good. Looks like she ain't had it too good you'll probably have to be a little gentler next time when you're waving her off like that."<br>No shit Sherlock. "I was just telling the truth she doesn't know how to pick them so maybe she shouldn't be hanging around a total pig like Shane Walsh."  
>T-Dog smiled teasingly at him but it was one he wasn't going to explain what for.<br>"What?"  
>"Nothin."<br>"Whatever." He grumbled as he got up to toss some rubbish in the bin.


	4. Chapter 4

**Thanks for all your reviews! Enjoy. :)**

* * *

><p>He sighed tiredly as he pulled up to his driveway, the truck groaning with him. He felt fuckin guilty seeing the hurt look on Carol's face as she fled out of the garage.<br>He didn't know how he would go about apologising, or if he should. God he could do with someone like Merle to ask him what the hell he should do. Not that he was any better than him.  
>He was hit by an aroma of home cooked food the minute he trudged through the door, food hadn't been cooked in his house since god knows when. Only when he'd hunt some rabbit or squirrel he'd cook it up for himself. "Hey."<br>Carol turned with a shy smile placing some food on the table, Sophia scampered up behind her holding her dinner up to her face greedily. "What's going on?"  
>"We owe you so from now on when you get home. I'll have dinner ready for you."<br>She seemed chuffed with herself but he didn't want her running around after him like she would've had to do for Ed, he wasn't a lazy bastard. "I can fend for myself."  
>"So when is the last time you had a proper meal?" she challenged arching her eyebrow slightly.<br>He huffed defeated, scraping back his chair and dropping unceremoniously back into it refusing to answer the dam question.  
>"Well when you start cooking I'll stop."<br>Looking at Carol and Sophia huddled together like two conniving kids he uttered a, "Thanks."

"Off to bed." She brushed back the hair off Sophia's sleepy head as she pried her hands away from her eyes hoping that if she just rubbed them one more time she would wake up.  
>Carol looked down guilty as Sophia walked with resistance down the hall with her shoulders hunched and head hung low. "I'll be there in a minute." She called reassuringly but she didn't look back at her just continued on her little guilt trip.<br>Daryl seemed to find the whole show amusing as he leaned back in his chair laughing without an actual sound leaving his mouth. "What?"  
>"Kids got spirt. Ain't such a bad thing."<br>She rolled her eyes half- heartedly trying to stop the proud smile, "No it "ain't"."  
>He caught her eyes with his own which seemed to be enveloping her in some sort of staring contest, he seemed to be looking for something in her and she felt herself shiver involuntarily.<br>Letting go of a trapped breath she felt herself blush, embarrassed at the effect he'd had on her but he of course looked clueless that anything had happened at all.  
>"You going to bed?"<br>"Nah think I'll go watch some bad TV see if I fall asleep on the couch or not."  
>"The finer things in life." She teased but he just shrugged at her slowly rising to his feet and slumping down on the couch to sprawl himself across it.<br>"Goodnight."  
>He looked startled over his shoulder the remote paused in his hand, "Yeah, night."<br>Just as she started to walk away she heard him fumble over his words, "Hey…. Carol."  
>She looked back with a playful smile, "Yes."<br>"Sorry….About before. Didn't mean nothing by it, if it got ye upset or something just thought ye should know." As he drew near the end of his apology he bit nervously down on his thumb shyly looking up at her through his bangs which flopped cutely into his eyes.  
>She waved her hand at him to brush it off, "It's fine. You were just being honest. Something I'm sure I'll see a lot of and well, I look forward to it..." she smiled boldly and he returned it which seemed to knock her off balance a little bit, she felt the blood rush to her head, "Anyways seems I do choose the wrong men maybe you broke the cycle for me."<br>She didn't realise how it sounded until she saw the raw, childlike panic that quickly outlined itself across his now tight features. In fairness to him he quickly masked his features but she was already bluttering out an apology embarrassingly so. "I didn't mean that we we're….Or that I expected…" she let her head fall in defeat, "You know what I mean. Ah… anyways goodnight." She said firmly.  
>His mouth crinkled up into a small smile and he nodded in his quiet manner letting her flee so that she would never again try engage in conversation, she needed to get out more.<br>She used to never be so jittery, shy and nervous must be Ed's doing. She could be quite forward and bold in her younger years especially with a bit of tequila in her system.  
>Feeling the warmth in her cheeks with her hand in hopes of soaking away some of it she went to splash some water on her face and tuck herself in beside her baby girl.<br>Things were going pretty good here in their own strange way, with Daryl, who she really didn't know that well but that doesn't mean she couldn't get to know him.

She walked through the door to Daryl's house with more assurance than she usually had, more confidence and swagger to her step. Shopping bags hung loosely from her arm and she felt an easy, wide smile change her whole face until she felt her cheeks swell with happiness.  
>She didn't know what had her feeling like this but she wouldn't question it.<br>"Sophia? Daryl?" she heard herself call as if the words didn't belong to her and in her head she expected a family reunion where they would all smile knowingly at each other.  
>The sun broke through the windows giving the house a new look making everything seem polished and refurbished. Making everything homely.<br>It changed as quickly as it started the day seemed to turn to night and only a faint glow lit up the dark corridors of the house. Where you would just as soon see ghosts crying looking for help as you stalked around the house. It seemed to change as soon as her mood darkened and now she could see why. He was there. Lying on the ground was Daryl with a gunshot wound to his chest soaking in his own blood. His collected, stony face was limp and pale showing signs of weakness she never thought could ever grace his features at all. He took long, painful wheezy breaths that seemed to rattle her chest, every breath worse than the last. He was dying and there was nothing she could do except search his face for some miraculous resolution.  
>He tried to smile encouragingly at her like everything was going to be okay but it was a frail and shaky attempt she felt herself tremble.<br>There he stood holding the gun as if it were a trophy, shining in his hand he held it up to the sky smiling a malicious grin that would've normally made her shake to the core.  
>Surprisingly she felt her body not shake in fear but rage a roar left the back of the throat like some sort of enraged animal. She was cold fury. She rushed forward yanking a lamp out of its socket and without hesitation bashing it cruelly against his head.<br>He fell to the side the wound immediately opening up and spilling out blood like a waterfall without a current and she wasn't sickened by the thought she was glad. She didn't gag in revulsion she smiled proudly at her work of art. The only thought she had was he deserved it.  
>Sophia who must've been rocking back and forth in fear flung herself out of the shadows into her arms with not a fearful smile but an audacious one. "You did it." She whispered.<br>They both seemed to come out of their blissful slumber and have the same realisation as they rushed fearfully to Daryl's side but he in fact had already taken his dying breath without them.

She coughed on her own gasp in the dark, her head was spinning mad dots played over her eyes as she searched for some sort of clarity. She felt her face soaked with unabashed tears and she realised with a huge sense of relief it was just a dream. He wasn't here.  
>Sophia was leaning over her concerned holding on to her arm firmly and she didn't know how long she had been like this. Her breaths were coming short and as gently as she could she pushed her arm away saying something like "I just need to go to the bathroom."<br>She was rushing to the sink before she could remember getting up and stopping the shaking sobs that were hurting her chest. He was going to find her. He was going to find Sophia. Even Daryl, as tough as he was she couldn't be responsible for him getting hurt. It would ruin her, she couldn't let him touch her family, and she had to protect them. She had to.

He woke in a daze trying to work out where the hell he was. First thought was shit fell asleep on the couch again. A shy, hand was gently tapping his arm and he wasn't surprised to see Sophia hovering above him. He jumped to his feet quicker than he realised already his head was alert and he was going to deal with whatever it was had her so worried. She looked warily at his brash reaction so he nodded slowly at her, "What is it kid?"  
>That seemed to be the right thing to say cause she quietly replied, "It's mom. She had a bad dream and I tried to help her but…"<br>"No good."  
>"No I even tried to hug her but she didn't seem to see me. I guess my hugs aren't big enough she might need an adult hug." He was baffled by her sincere assessment.<br>"M'sure there plenty big."  
>She shook her head walking forward looking hopefully at him to follow, "Can you help?"<br>He wasn't sure what she expected him to do. He wasn't too good at comforting anyone he unsurely opened his mouth to object but she just kept looking at him like he could do no wrong. So he had to fucking try, not many people looked at him like that before.  
>"Sure kid. Where is she?"<br>She led him to the bathroom and pointed at the door.  
>"Thanks."<br>She stepped back looking unsure what to do, so him not knowing what to do just stared back at her. The two of them were quite a pair, "We'll I go back to bed." She offered.  
>"Good idea. You're mom we'll be in soon."<p>

He rapped on the door meant to be lightly but the way his knuckles collided with the wood it seemed to echo against the silence of the house. "Carol…?"  
>No answer just sounded like someone was being murdered in there.<br>He opened the door pushing in whether she liked it or not the kid asked him to help and this is how he was going to try do just that. She wiped away tears viciously as she braced herself against the sink hunched over with frantic breaths leaving her body. Her face was all red and puffy from crying and it didn't look like she was going to stop anytime soon. Fuck.  
>Now that he was in this enclosed space he felt his breathing quicken too, he didn't sign up for this shit. She tried to divert herself away from him and wordlessly he put his hand firmly on her arm slightly squeezing it with his own and she looked up.<br>"You alright?"  
>Course she's not alright but what the hell else are you meant to say.<br>He watched as her face crumpled again and she tried to sneak away from his hold once more and seeing as she didn't want to talk about it…He pulled her into his arms and hugged her something he never really did. She felt oddly right wrapped up in his arm her face tight against his chest and his arms securing her there. She first seemed to freeze just like he did but then she nuzzled herself closer to him her breath hitting the side of his neck.  
>He felt his skin start to heat up, his body reacting in a painful way and he took a deep, calming breath inwards as he tried to stop his accelerating heartbeat.<br>He didn't know how long he held her upright until she felt her breathing calm down and her sniffling as she seemed to run out of what seemed to be endless tears. She pulled back with what he knew would be an embarrassed smile and he wasn't wrong. "I'm sorry. I swear I don't usually do this and I won't come crying at you again."  
>He felt awkward his mind playing in flashes of how it felt having her so close to him and shuddering in a way he wasn't quite used to. He was guilty of being a hot blooded man that was for sure.<br>"You're alright."  
>She looked at him baffled, "That's all. No explanation needed."<br>"If you wanted to tell me I was thinking ye wouldn't need me to tell ye."  
>She smiled gratefully but surprisingly she reached out taking one of his hands like she didn't realise she was doing it. Man did he hope she realised soon. She held it with her own her fingers absently examining each one of his own. Her hands stroking his with agonisingly slow and intent strokes he felt himself hold back a haggard breath. "I dreamt about him."<br>That stopped the feeling that was encompassing his whole body for a second as he thought a pummelling that fat bastard to death, he was almost grinning.  
>"He came here and…he came for us…"<br>"That ain't gonna happen." He snapped back harshly but she didn't look near done she looked pained as she turned her eyes up to him.  
>"He killed you."<br>She let the words hang there like they'd have some sort of impact on him but he wasn't afraid of some coward. Nothing could kill a Dixon but a Dixon. "A guy who hits a woman or a child is a dam coward otherwise he'd hit a man to begin with. Ye get mad ye start a fight with a man in a bar not yer wife and kid."  
>Her eyes nearly misting over she tangled her hand with his entwining their fingers and he couldn't stop it, he just stood frozen. "I can't be responsible for you getting hurt cause of me. I never asked for someone to look after me. I've always looked after me until I had to look after me and Sophia. I'm not as weak as I look Daryl." Her eyes blazed determinedly into his own and he didn't doubt it for a second but he needed to take a breather.<br>"You isn't responsible. I am. Stop acting as if you got down on your knees and begged me to help ye's. I fucking asked and I meant it otherwise I wouldn't still be doing this."  
>She seemed to fall back into reality at his gruff and final tone looking down at their hands and asking the same question he'd been asking for a while.<br>She dropped his hand abruptly looking up at him to gauge his reaction but he was relieved he didn't need anything complicated between the two of them.  
>"Just be careful. And promise me one thing…?"<br>"What." He knew he probably wasn't going to like the request.  
>"When were back on our feet let us go and fend for ourselves so you won't be in the line of fire, if he does find us." Instead of the usual quivering that appeared when she spoke of Ed there seemed to be a quiet rage and he wondered what the hell put that there.<br>"Ain't gonna promise that cause if he shows up I want a chance a punching this bastard in the face, hopefully knock out a couple of teeth." He smiled daringly softly pushing her arm to edge her away from the sink, "Come on Sophia was dam near gonna shoot me, she was so worried."  
>"She wouldn't do that."<p>

She was trying to sleep she really was but she was worried at her mom. She didn't know if Daryl could make her feel better cause he didn't look like he thought he could either but what else could she do. She heard the door finally click open and close, she didn't know whether to pretend to be asleep or jump into her arms and offer the biggest hug she had.  
>Thankfully she nudged her awake, "Soph…"<br>"You okay now?"  
>She smiled, her eyes seemed clearer and brighter that was a good sign, cause before she had scared her she hadn't seen that look on her face before. She looked mad almost.<br>"I'm fine. Sorry for worrying you. I won't be upset like that again."  
>It seemed to hold some sort of unquestioning promise so she nodded quickly ducking herself further into her arms, her eyes now chomping at the bit to go to sleep.<br>Daryl must give good hugs she thought.


End file.
